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poems^ 


yp6n her flaying en the VirginaSs, 

rjOw oft wlien thou tl.y mufickc mufickc playft, 
■“Vpan thatbleffed wood whofc motion founds 
With thy fweet fingers when thou gently fwayft* 

The wiry concord that mine eare confounds. 

Doe I envie thofe Iickes that nimble leape. 

To kifle the tender inward of thy hand* 

Whiifi my poore lips which fliould that harveft reape, 
At the woodj> bculdnefie by thee bluihin^ fband« 

To be fo tickled they would change their (late, 

And fituarion with thofe dancing chips* 

Ore whom their fingers walkc with gentle gate* 
Making dead wood more bieft then living lips. 

Since faiifie I ackes fo happy arc in this. 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kilTc. 


immtderaU L»fi* 

^^ITexpcnce of Spirit in a vyafte of {hamo 
Is luft in adioB^and till adiomluft 
Is per jurdjmurdroiis , blooddy fullof biaaiC^ 
Savage)extreamc>rudc,cruell, not to truft^ 
Jnjoyd no fooncr but defpifed if raight, 

Paft rcafon^uinted,and no fooner had 
Paftrenfon hated as afwallowed bayt. 

On puipofc layd to make t he taker mad. 
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Po^emsl 

Made In purfult and in polTeifion To* 

Had,haviog,and in queft,to have extreame^ 

A blilTe in proofe and proud and very woe* 

Before a joy propofd behind a dreame^ 

All this the world well knowes yet none knowes Well, 
To (bun the haven tbar leads men to this hell. 


; In fTayfe tf her heautie though blacks 

tN the old age black was not counted faire* 

■^Or if it were it bore not beauties name : i 
But now is blackc beauties fucceffi ye heire. 

And Bcautie flanderd with a baftard ihame. 

For lince each hand h ath put on Natures power. 
Fairing the foule with Artsfalfe borrow* d face. 

Sweet beaucie hath no name no holy bower. 

But is prophan’djif not,Iivcs in difgrace. 

Therefore my MiflrelTceyeB are Raven blacke^ 

Her eyesfo futed>and they mourners feeme, 

Atfuch who not bprnefiiirc no beaut ie lack, 
Slandering Creation with a falfe efteeme, 

Yet fo they inourne becommlng of their wee * 

That every tongue fayes beautie ihould Jookc faj» 
My Miftreflc eyes ate nothing like the Sunne, 

Currall is farre more red, tlien heir lips red, 

Iffnow be white, why then her hrefti are dun : 

If haircs be wiers, black wiers grow on her head i 
I have feene Rofes,damaskt3red,and white^ 
no futh Rofes fee J m her cheokes^ 






